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I might not feel as free as I had done in father's
life-time and that I might not like asking him for
money etc. So he wrote me a letter saying he wish-
ed mother and me to consider ourselves the real
owners of Anand Bhawan and all that father had
left. He was only a trustee to look after our affairs
and us and that we should look upon him as such.
He needed very little for himself and his family, so
we should not hesitate to carry on as before and to
think of him as being there only to help and guide
when necessary! No other brother I feel would have
behaved thus. It is so typical of Jawahar who lives
up to his ideals and never falters.

I^Like father, Jawahar has a temper. When I
was about fourteen, Jawahar offered to coach me
in Mathematics, my bete noire. I wasn't at all
thrilled at the prospect but there was no getting
out of it. I was still a little scared of Jawahar in
those days and did not look forward to his losing
his temper with me. However, the first few lesspns
were a great success and I was fascinated by the
way Jawahar taught. The subject I had hated with
all my heart became one of the most absorbing in-
terest to me and I actually looked forward to my
one hour with Jawahar each day. Just as I began
to feel more confident and less afraid of Jawahar,
things went wrong. One day I must have been very
dull for I just could not concentrate or remember
anything. This rather irritated Jawahar (and I
do not blame him) and he started getting angry.
This only helped to drive everything clean out of
my mind and I became completely dumb. He
shouted a few sentences to me and terrified me out
of my wits. Stunned and mortified I meekly turn-
ed to go away. After all it was not such a crime I
thought, to have forgotten a lesson. I felt unhappy
and hurt and tears which I tried desperately hard
to hide, welled up as I slowly collected my books. He